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occasion. "Hazel, you never appeared half so

beautiful in all your, court scenes, as you do

tonight." As she smiled at him bewitchingly he

continued, "I was on to your little game yester-

day. I knew who you were as soon as I saw
you. But I did not want to hurt your feelings,

you little darling, by telling you that you were

as much a school teacher as I am a coal miner.

I suppose the temptation to have a little amuse-

ment at my expense was too much for you, when
I told you I came from a farm. 'Fess up now
you little vamp before I kiss you for your naugh-

tiness."

Peal after peal of silvery laughter burst from

her lips, but when she recovered herself. Hazel

began to speak vigorously in her own defense.

"I am a teacher. I give, the ingenues an object

lesson down at the studio every day. And even

though you do come from a farm, Mr. Douglass,

you are livelier than most of our city rubes. Now
are you satisfied, you big blundering boy. But
hurry, call a taxi. I want to show you that little

restaurant, where I've got a big surprise ready
: for you."

They chatted together agreeably enough on

their way down town, but Fred began to feel a

little disappointed in Hazel. She was as bright

and vivacious as ever, but her personality seemed
to lack that ring of sincerity that he had noted

in it yesterday. Even her blue eyes had become
hard and calculating, and the dancing light of

laughter seldom appeared in them. On the whole,

Tred would rather have kept Hazel as the simple

school teacher than as the cultured actress.

They reached their destination, and entered a

dining house which apparently catered to people

of the middle class. Round tables, just large

enough to accommodate two persons were placed

in convenient nooks. A modest, three-piece

orchestra dispensed music, modern or classical,

according to the demand of the patrons. Indirect

electric lamps cast a subdued light in every direc-

tion, while palms and potted plants lent a touch

of freshness to the scene.

Hazel, who seemed to be well-known in the

place, assumed a mysterious air when the head
waiter approached. Fred noticed that there was
collaboration between them and he began to

wonder what was the surprise she had in store

for him. They were conducted to a table in a

quite corner, hidden from the rest of the diners

by a screen, where they sat down in delightful

privacy. While Fred was ordering the dinner.

Hazel excused herself for a minute, and disap-

peared among the throng of guests.

A minute had scarcely elapsed, when she re-

turned and stood again before him, smiling and
radiant. P'red remarked instantly that she no

longer was clad in her expensive evening gown,
but appeared in a simple dress which enhanced

her beauty even more than rich garments.

"Hello," he exclaimed, "What's the idea.

Hazel .^ What did you change your duds for.''

By jove, you look just as handsome in a wrapper
as you do in a ball gown. And the speed in which

you did it ! To your other accomplishments, I

must add that of the "lightning change artiste."

"Mr. Douglass," she began, somewhat trem-

ulously, "Please do not be offended at me. I

am not Hazel Mawn, who just left you, but I am,

indeed, the little school teacher you met on the .

train yesterday."

"Come, now Hazel," he replied, with an in-

dulgent smile, "I know from experience you are

a great character player, but I refuse to allow any
more acting at my expense. You can't get away
with it, don't you see.^ And hereafter, I insist

that you call me Fred."

"Will you please let me explain Fred," she

sighed, sinking down into a chair. "Tell me, did

you ever read Shakespeare's plays, 'The Comedy
of Errors,' or 'Twelfth Night'.?"

"Nope. After I finished Romeo and Juliet,

I put Shakespeare back on the shelf."

"Well, perhaps you may know what twins are.''"

"I should hope I do, but you can't make me
believe that you have a twin sister or anyone
else that looks like you. Now, for the love of

your own sweet face. Hazel, tell me what you are

driving at. This suspense is awful."

"Oh, you almost hit it then, Fred," she cried.

"That's the whole trouble, I have a cousin who
looks just like me, and her name is Hazel Mawn.
Now with that for a clue can't you solve the

difficulty.''"

"Great scott!" said Fred, a light beginning to

dawn on his bewildered brain, "Quick, tell me,
which one are you, the actress or the teacher.''"

"My, but you are hopeless," she exclaimed in

tones of mock despair, "I will have to explain

every bit of it to you. My name is Helen Arm-
strong, and I am the girl you met on the train

yesterday. When I was leaving you, I gave you
a card which I thought was my own, but by
some freak of fortune, it belonged to my cousin,

Hazel Mawn. Hazel is my double in every


